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REPOSE 
(AFTER  DEFEAT) 

One  is  my  lady  whose  eyes  are  high,  liquid  stars, 
Set  afar  and  made  dim,  so  I  cannot  fathom  them. 
In  that  hair  I  may  never  caress  she  carries  no  gem, 
But  upon  her  breast  is  a  faint,  pale,  crescent  moon  .  .  . 
The  first  bird's  song  on  our  exquisite  silence  jars, 
And  the  dawn  grows — ah  !    she  is  gone  from  my  heart 
so  soon. 


Furtive  is  she,  for  it  needs  that  my  feet  have  strayed 
Far  from  worthiness  sitting  enthroned  for  men, 
Into  some  path  they  despise.     I  despair.     And  then, 
As  the  friendless  silence  weighs  too  heavy  to  bear, 
In  rustle  and  hush  and  sigh  is  she  soft  betrayed — 
And  I  reach  for  her  bended  neck.     She  is  surely  there. 


'Neath  an  old  wise  sky,  half-barred  by  apple  boughs, 
(The  fairy  tale  to  the  child  that  cries  in  the  dark  !) 
I  must  stand  a  moment  to  pray,  a  moment  to  hark, 
Murmur  a  little,  "  I  love  her !  "     But  she  will  know 
By  drooping  lids  and  clasping  hands,  as  I  drowse 
I  am  merged  in  her,  she  lulls  me  .  .  .  and  we  go 


IX 


Through  the  orchard  shadows'  tremulous  whisperings. . . 
To  a  country  flooded  with  wide,  still  pools  of  sleep 
We  come,  and  grateful  silences  round  us  creep  .  .  . 
Of  that  soft  blurred  blue  where  she  dwells  supreme, 
Fold  upon  fold  about  my  spirit  clings  .  .  . 
Her  face  I  cannot  see,  but  her  dream  weaves  through 
my  dream. 


X. 


ECLIPSE 

(SONNET  TO  THE  CONSTELLATION  OF  THE  GREAT  BEAR) 

When  Sun  and  Moon  are  sundered,  and  the  Earth- 
A  lightless  dullard — flings  its  shade  between, 
How  shall  the  Moon  fare,  loveless,  if  unseen 
By  the  Sun's  ardour  ?     What  shall  be  His  dearth 
That  lacks  Her  faint  translucence,  cool  and  pure  ? 
What  cruelty  of  dark,  blind  mock  of  light, 
Must  She,  whose  life's  lord  is  beyond  Her  sight, 
And  He,  whose  love  is  baffled,  still  endure  ? 
O  banded  stars,  that  are  the  gate  of  heaven, 
That  guard  the  gateway  to  the  Eternal  Heart, 
Ye  never  need  despair,  that  hang,  all  seven, 
Together  round  the  stair  below  the  Throne — 
Pity  the  tears  of  such  as  weep  apart — 
Pity  their  lot,  who,  longing,  lie  alone ! 


XI. 


AT  THE  BACK  OF  THE  MOON 

Can  I  believe  what's  hid  by  the  face  of  the  moon  ? 
That  lights  my  hope  through  the  witched  hours, 
Knows  all  the  dreams  of  slumbering  flowers, 
And  trails  in  the  mere  a  falling  fringe  of  her  glittering 

light  festoon  ? 

'Tis  a  horrible  desert  of  doubt  and  dread, 
Where  all  of  comfort  that's  left  unsaid, 
All  love  unloved,  all  that  I  did  not  dare, 
Has  miserably  wandered. 
There,  robbed,   Possession  waits,   all   trustless,   wailing 

" Soon  ?  " 

And  wingless,  songless  birds  that  have  ventured  there 
Lie  dead,  'mid  broken  stems  of  herbs  deflowered,  strewn. 

Do  I  ever  think,  as  I  dreamily  tread  in  moist,  soft  grass, 

So  good  to  weary  feet — when  the  night  is  still, 

When  boughs  sway  ever  so  little  in  tune,  until 

The  valley  holds  me  light  in  its  arms  to  pass  ; 

Where  the  breath  I  draw  has  grown  too  sweet 

For  a  sigh  to  mar,  or  a  song  complete  .  .  . 

Do  I  ever  dream  that  then,  on  her  darker  side, 

The  moon  conceals  a  desert  arid  as  scorn  ? 

Where  a  poisonous  half-light  steals  from  the  dark  its  balm, 

And  under  the  quenching  weight  of  a  deathly  calm, 

A  flutter,  a  glance,  a  sigh,  low  and  forlorn 

xii. 


Stirs  in  the  uncertain  glimmer  of  her  ghostly  ray, 
And    over   my    drowning   strength   mesmeric  weeds  in 
currents  of  slumber  sway  .  .  . 


Xlll. 


THE  SWALLOWS 

You  and  I !  You  and  I,  swift  flying  as  swallows  together — 
When  morning  stares  clear-eyed,  the  rain  clean  wind- 
blown from  the  weather — 
You   and   I !    You  and  I,  flying  low,  skim  the  fragrance, 

sip  flavour 
Of  meadow's  breast,  whither  we  tremble  and  flicker  and 

waver — 
You  and  I !     You  and  I  know  the  kiss  the  dew  laid  on 

the  clover 
When  the  sun  slipped  between  the  warm  stalks  we  were 

hovering  over — 
You  and  I !  You  and  I,  how  we  swooped,  how  we  curved, 

— our  wing-quiver 
Was  mirrored  beneath  on  the  silver  smooth  lengths  of 

the  river. 

You  and  I !    You  and  I,  oh !    sudden  we  swerve  and  we 

sever — 

Still  seek  I,  still  mourn  I,  still  watch  I,  for  ever  and  ever — 
I  alone !     I  alone,  peering  up  through  the  aspens  that 

shiver, 

Imagine  the  dip  of  white  breast,  as  the  frail  leaves  deliver 
Your  shape  to  me,  welcome — I  dreaming,  attempt  and 

endeavour 

To  spurn  up  and  meet  you — 
xiv. 


It  is  but  a  vision,  for  never 

Shall  I,  You  and  I,  who  have  loved  so,  again  be  together 
As  once  in  the  Spring  of  our  love — in  the  warm  budding 
weather. 


XV. 


BITTER-SWEET 

These  colours  to  my  heart  are  dim  ; 

Pale  mauve  and  grey-green  paler  still, 

Dull  silver  edging  river's  rim, 

Red  gravel  scar  that  cleaves  the  hill ; 

But  by  these  signs  I  hope  to  meet 

Mine  own  true  love — My  Bitter-Sweet. 

This  singing  to  my  heart  is  harsh, 

This  dry  metallic  call  of  snipe, 

Chill  water  lapping — down  the  marsh 

The  sand  swift  driven — wind's  shrill  pipe — 

But  through  this  song  I  long  to  meet 

Mine  own  heart's  chosen  Bitter-Sweet. 

She  stood  between  the  mauve  and  grey, 
She  still  sang  low  while  screamed  the  gull, 
She  breathed  between  the  slashing  spray 
Warm  comfort,  and  soft  words  that  lull 
A  heart  grown  feeble,  whose  sick  beat 
She  half  assuaged,  ah  !   Bitter-Sweet. 

But  when  I  made  to  clasp  her  close 

I  touched  pale  mauve — no  substance  yet — 

I  heard  harsh  whispers,  and  there  rose 

Raw  scented  mists — like  damp  regret ; 

And  still  heart-hungry,  incomplete, 

I  seek  fast-clasped  Bitter- Sweet. 

xvi. 


INVOCATION 

(Or  THE  RIVER  WHILE  DIVING) 

If  for  no  other  moment  of  all  this  day 

My  heart  shall  sing,  and  the  blood  in  my  veins  be  fire, 

Yet,  as  I  re-emerge  to  the  tinkle  of  spray, 

Stir  me  a  moment  to  song,  that  I,  parched,  desire, 

Receive  me,  render  me  voice  !    Sweet  Water,  I  pray  ! 

From  honey-coloured  visions  of  smooth  sand  bars, 
From  under  the  southern  bank  where  no  sunrays  pierce, 
From  pools  unruffled  that  nightly  entrap  lone  stars, 
From  dappled  fringes  of  tiny  peninsulas 
Ripples  return  to  splash  me  .  .  .  Searchingly  fierce 
They  sting  me,  draw  me  tense,  as  a  bow-string  strung, 
And,  ere  I  slacken :  what  shall  I  not  have  sung  ? 

I  press  my  chin  to  thy  breast,  and  mine  eyes  probe  thine 

heart ! 

Inscrutable  thy  love,  puissant  thy  touch  alway  : 
Assuager  of  bitter  smart, 
Mother  of  strength  new-born  thou  art, 
Take  me — hold  me  awhile — Sweet  Water,  I  pray  ! 


VOL.    IV. — B. 


OBLIVION 

Softly  I  speed  through  the  stillness, 

Down  into  infinite  dimness, 

Utterly  beaten  and  helpless, 

Waiting  the  turn  of  the  Wheel. 

Covered  and  cloaked  by  the  greyness, 

I  am  an  impotent  witness 

How,  by  some  merciful  weakness, 

We  lose  the  desire  to  feel. 

Vested  in  power  resistless, 
Shrouded  in  fostering  kindness, 
Swim  the  smooth  arms  of  the  Mistress 
Of  Pity,  wing-like,  that  so  deep 
Draw  me,  the  thankfully  listless, 
Into  heart-warmth  and  sleep-blindness, 
Scarce  hear  I  whisper  so  careless — 
Here  poor  sufferer — 
Here  worn  wayfarer — 
Here  spent  soldier — 
Here  is  sleep  ! 


XVlll. 


AS  WE  RIDE  OUT 
The  dust  is  white  upon  the  road 
Where  we  rode  out  with  slackened  rein, 
But  yesterday  our  traces  showed, 
To-morrow  all  is  smooth  again — 
The  wind  has  lightly  passed  his  hand 
O'er  those  faint  hoofmarks  in  the  sand 
And  they  are  gone  ...  as  goeth  pain. 

Our  horse's  hoof  upon  the  grass 
As  we  ride  out — Oh !  we  are  few — 
May  touch  a  flower  as  we  pass 
And  rob  it  of  its  draught  of  dew. 
Poor  dry  unmoistened  flower — yet 
To-morrow's  evening  clouds  that  wet 
Thy  longing  .  .  .  cleanse  our  lives  anew. 

The  wind  drives  down  the  empty  path 

As  we  ride  out.     Across  our  way 

It  flings  a  brittle  aftermath, 

Those  gilded  emblems  of  decay  ; 

Dead  leaves,  the  dead  of  other  years 

Soon  cover,  tiers  on  rotting  tiers, 

...  As  fresh  grief  quells  an  old  dismay. 
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LONELINESS 

The  pipe  smoke  rises  straight  .  .  .  then  curls  around 

And  then  continues  straight  .  .  .  nor  may  be  found 

The  course  it  followed,  or  the  skein  it  wound  ; 

I  cannot  catch  thin  thread  so  quickly  spun 

As  I  sit  here,  a-smoking  in  the  sun. 

Five  men  aboard  (three  strangers  in  the  crew) 
We  stood,  heads  down  and  shoulders  bent  askew 
To  see  more  clear  .  .   .  and  ward  whatever  flew  .  .  . 
And  after  that,  the  memory  half-begun 
Just  leaves  me  here,  a-sitting  in  the  sun. 

If  we  had  been  one  less  ...  or  fifty  more  .  .  . 
What  did  it  matter  then  ...  for  that  which  bore 
Us  splendid  through  that  moment,  long  before 
Had  started  fateful  .  .  .  bound  its  course  to  run. 
It  ebbed  .  .  .  and  left  me,  stranded  in  the  sun. 


So  swift,  so  huge,  so  natural  it  was 
It  gave  no  time  for  Wherefore  ?   or  Because — 
But  now,  like  shapes  dim-hidden  in  blue  gauze, 
The  outline's  blurred,  the  colour's  faded,  none 
Remain  to  me  .  .  .  a-smoking  in  the  sun. 

XX. 


Those  minutes  when  by  nudge  and  nod  we  spoke 
'Neath  our  least  touch  tremendous  there  awoke 
The  strength  to  baulk  the  danger  till  It  broke 
Under  us,  Victors,  gasping  ...   I  was  one  .  .  . 
Yes,  truly  .  .  .   Now  ...   I'm  lonely  in  the  sun  ! 


XXI. 


THE  WIND  AND  THE  WILD  FLOWER 

I  said  to  the  Wind  :  "  I  have  a  Lover ! "  . 

I  felt  his  strong  hands  at  my  throat  .  .  . 

And  his  dear  loud  voice,  with  jealous  note 

Down-rushing  on  me  :  "  Who  but  I 

In  earth  or  sky, 

Who  but  I  should  be  your  Lover  ? " 

% 

But,  ere  he  killed  me,  he  relented, 
Flinging  his  restless  arms  apart, 
He  laughed  in  my  ear,  and  felt  my  heart, 
And  spoke  to  me,  while  in  his  tone 
Half  stab,  half  moan, 
I  strove  to  hear  he  had  relented. 

"  Ye  of  the  world  are  close  and  many  .   . 

I  am  alone,  and  as  I  greet 

A  mortal,  Lo  !  the  thing's  conceit 

Construes  a  passion  out  of  my  play  .  .  . 

Judge  me  who  may  ! 

I  am  alone,  and  ye  are  many !" 


XXll. 


EARTH   IN  HARVEST 
I  gather  the  whole  world  into  my  arms, 
Here  on  my  breast  beneath  the  moss, 
Mouths  and  eyes,  with  their  wide  alarms 
I  quiet,  with  finger  laid  across. 

Dear  and  impatient  many,  for  you 
Glowing  riches  my  boughs  did  hide. 
Toil  is  over,  the  race  run  through, 
Rest  in  my  arms,  nor  peer  outside. 

The  rainbow,  storm-born  blossom  high, 
Spoke  to  me  of  the  fears  of  men 
With  a  voice  that  yearned  ;  and  wisely  I 
Offer  you  joy.     Lie  closely  then  ! 

My  whispering  corn  is  yours,  and  all 
My  golden  fields  and  my  boughs  of  red — 
What  should  you  fear  ?  and  whither  fall 
Out  of  my  breast  that  holds  your  head  ? 

See,  do  you  doubt  ?  I  hold  you  still, 
No  despair  but  my  great  love  calms  ; 
Look  in  my  eyes  !  Oh  !  gaze  your  fill ! 
I  gather  the  whole  world  into  my  arms. 

xxiii. 


FOR  DARK-FEAR 
(A   LULLABY) 

This  moonlit  garden  looms  so  strange 
That  under  the  half-transparent  dark, 
All  forms  of  things  familiar  change 
To  toy  shapes  from  some  huge  Noah's  Ark. 

The  trees  stand  flat  as  of  paper  made, 
And  through  pin-pricked  holes  in  a  painted  screen, 
With  a  match  behind  and  the  room  in  shade, 
The  street  lamps  flicker  and  dance  between. 

For  if  with  finger  and  thumb  you  went 
To  that  spire  cut  from  a  picture  book, 
Or  that  thin-edged  castle  battlement, 
They'd  tear,  I  know,  by  their  brittle  look. 

And  small  in  great  distance — I  declare — 
The  valley's  naught  but  a  saucerful, 
(A  wide-lipped  saucer  in  greenish  ware) 
Of  mist,  thin-shredded,  like  cotton-wool. 

And  the  Spirit  of  Sleep  is  a  little  child, 
A  drowsy  child  that  holds  its  hands, 
Clasps  the  world,  and  is  reconciled — 
And  dreaming,  murmurs  of  fairy  lands. 

xxiv. 
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FOR  DARK- FEAR 
(A   LULLABY) 

This  moonlit  garden  looms  so  si 
That  under  the  half-transparent 
All  forms  of  things  familiar  chai 
To  toy  shapes  from  some  huge 

The  trees  stand  flat  as  of  paper 
And  through  pin-pricked  holes  i 
With  a  match  behind  and  the  re 
The  street  lamps  flicker  and  dar 

For  if  with  finger  and  thumb  yo 
To  that  spire  cut  from  a  picture 
Or  that  thin-edged  castle  battlei 
They'd  tear,  I  know,  by  their  b 

And  small  in  great  distance — I 
The  valley's  naught  but  a  sauce 
(A  wide-lipped  saucer  in  greenis 
Of  mist,  thin-shredded,  like  cott 

And  the  Spirit  of  Sleep  is  a  littl 
A  drowsy  child  that  holds  its  ha 
Clasps  the  world,  and  is  reconci 
And  dreaming,  murmurs  of  fair) 
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And  the  dolly-men  in  card-houses  dream, 
Whate'er  she  whispers  them — that  they  see  ; 
.  .  .   But  waking,  never  they  catch  a  gleam 
Of  such  moonlit  unreality. 

But  oh !  'tis  comfort — from  dusk  to  dawn, 
All  dread's  dispersed  by  the  breath  of  her, 
So  light,  that  over  the  dewy  lawn 
Daffodils  quiver,  but  no  birds  stir. 


XXV. 


FOR   SEA-FEAR 

(A   LULLABY 

Are  you  afraid  ?  See  moonbeams  weave 

Across  the  blue 

Fine  silver  webs — Let's  make  believe 

The  whole  night  through  ! 

Now,  just  like  children,  deep  in  doubt 

Of  some  dark  stair, 

The  little  fishing  boats  go  out — 

Treading  with  care. 

Or  when  the  moonbeams  hide  for  fun — 

And  all  is  black, 

And  when  the  clouds  in  races  run — 

To  call  them  back, 

We  love  to  see,  'mid  wind's  high  wrath 

Both  far  and  near 

The  little  stars  that  glimmer  forth — 

And  banish  fear. 

And  when  the  stars  more  dimly  peep, 

When  brilliant  burn 

Clouds  where,  dim-outlined,  splendours  sleep, 

The  boats  return, 

Then  sails  blush  brown  and  gold,  that  blue 

We  saw,  e'er  this, 

As  the  great  sun  in  bursting  through — 

Flings  them  a  kiss. 

xxvi. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE    LUTSCHINE 

I  spring  from  the  hill-tops,  the  desolate  spaces 
Where  sound  is  all  frozen — the  poor  winds  alone 
Roam  far  on  the  waste  that  the  snowline  embraces — 
Like  spirits  in  torment  they  wail  and  make  moan  ; 
I  am  the  Lutschine,  I  was  born  in  the  snow, 
I  am  the  Lutschine,  and  wherever  I  go 
Flies  the  light  of  a  blade,  Heaven  made, 
Swinging  back  for  the  blow  ! 

Over  snowfield  and  meadow,  dim  wood,  icy  gorge, 
As  an  arrow  flies,  cleaving  the  silence,  I  leap  ; 
As  I  fly  to  the  plains,  my  own  pathway  I  forge, 
No  rock  wall  too  hard,  and  no  chasm  too  deep ; 
For  I  am  the  Lutschine,  I  am  swift,  I  am  strong, 
I  am  the  Lutschine,  and  I  hammer  my  song 
From  the  pulsing  of  blows,  that  echoes 
Through  the  valley — along 

Like  a  child  in  a  dream,  like  a  soul  in  the  Pit, 
I  can  rest  and  remember,  yet  scarce  understand 
Those  faint  shadows  of  meaning  that  whisper  and  flit 

Telling   who  I    am    now Bound !    and  held  with   a 

band — 

Can  I  be  the  Lutschine — feeble,  sprayless,  and  thin  ? 
Am  I  the  Lutschine,  by  a  wall  belted  in  ? 

xxvii. 


Oh  !  my  dungeon  is  narrow,  and  loveless,  and  cold  ! 
On  my  breast  once  so  brilliant,  there  winds  the  black  stain 
Where  the  filth  of  my  prison  has  festered  and  rolled — 
For  I'm  belted  and  held  with  a  bar  and  a  chain  ! 
Am  I  the  Lutschine,  ugly,  narrow  and  black  ? 
Am  I  the  Lutschine,  have  they  burdened  my  back 
With  smooth  stones — am  I  bound  to  the  ground — 
Forced  to  stay  in  a  track  ? 

There's  a  gap  in  the  stone,  here's  a  bend  in  the  steel, 
There's  a  tempest  behind  me,  a  fire  at  my  heart, 
And  Earth  that  trembles,  and  Heavens  that  reel, 
See  ! — stone — cement — iron — fly  shrieking  apart — 
I  will  be  the  Lutschine — witness,  rent  that  I  tore  ! 
I  will  be  the  Lutschine — and  the  yoke  that  I  bore 
In  one  valley-ward  rush  will  I  crush — 
To  be  lost,  evermore  ! 
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SWORDS 

Careless  rings  the  clattering  of  swords, 
Jangling :  "  Who  shall  bear  us  at  his  hip 
Knows  us  bond  and  leal  to  him ; 
We  can  fashion  in  his  mind, 
To  his  least  and  utter  whim 
Impudent  and  froward  lip, 
Neck  that  will  not  be  inclined, 
Eye  that  blinks  his  swordmanship. 
Crumb  of  comfort  fools  may  find, 
(Such,  hard-bitten  dust  affords  !) 
Who  appeals  to  swords,  bright  swords. 
He  is  answered  in  this  kind  !  " 

Cry  them  one  hoarse  order — See  the  swords 

Leap,  quiver,  settle  and  await 

Further  order,  that  accords 

Leave  to  loose  themselves  and  fall — 

Be  so  swift !  Be  handled,  so  ! 

Bright  and  ready,  full  of  hate — 

Who  has  drawn  them,  he  should  know, 

Who  has  held  them,  reads — and  fears 

In  their  curving  mien  such  sneers 

As  the  stoutest  might  appal : 

"  Make  appeal  to  swords,  keen  swords, 

To  decide  and  cleave  and  clench,  for  ever,  all !  " 

xxix. 


Loud  their  speech  is  clamoured  by  the  swords, 

Swinging,  lifting,  flashing  : 

"He  that  breathes 

Challenge  ?  Nay  mere  word  of  naught, 

Such  that  masters  whom  we  serve 

Disapprove,  let  him  take  thought, 

Let  him  listen,  tremble,  feel 

All  the  spite  that  in  us  seethes 

As  we,  steel,  are  tugged  from  steel ; 

Let  him  view  our  willing  curve — 

Turn  himself  and  please  our  lords — 

Lest  appeal  be  made  to  swords,  swift  swords — 

Lest  we  find  us  other  sheaths  !  " 
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AUTUMN   SUNSET  AT   VERSAILLES 
As  sacrifice  in  a  garland  pent 
The  palace  lies  swathed  in  ornament, 
Shadows  are  twined  and  shades  unrolled, 
Over  the  crimson,  azure,  gold. 

The  Nymph  at  the  Fountain  stirs  to  press 
That  satiate  Sun  for  a  last  caress, 
In  brazen  languor — who  shall  deem 
There  is  red  of  blood  in  that  tepid  gleam  ? 

Round  and  creased  as  the  pleasured  are, 
Lolls  Apollo  within  his  car  ; 
Weeds  clog  the  wheels,  and  wallowing  deep 
His  Tritons  sink  on  their  shells  to  sleep. 

Food  for  the  hatchet,  the  hook,  the  spade, 
Are  blooms  o'er-flowered,  superb,  decayed. 
The  air  that  ruffles  their  diadems 
Is  steeped  in  the  odour  of  rotten  stems. 

Sudden,  piercing  the  heavy  swoon, 
Baleful  rays  from  an  evil  Moon 
Cast  leaf-shadows  in  floating  mesh 
Over  Diana's  quivering  flesh  ! 
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Her  dogs  have  seen,  but  they  have  not  bayed- 
Jove  knows,  but  he  only  glares,  afraid, 
And  dumb  with  terror,  across  the  sward 
Hector  yearns  for  his  stolen  sword. 

Paris  shivers,  but  dare  not  shout, 

The  Lion  is  gagged  by  a  fountain-spout — 

A  life-repressing  Silence  holds 

The  alleys  that  the  Dark  enfolds. 

Brilliant  Falsity  lies  unwrought, 

The  fickle  Unreal  in  the  snare  is  caught ; 

Under  the  crown  of  heavy  bloom 

The  new  Life  pushes,  for  this  is  Doom. 
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THE   SONS   OF   LAOCOON. 

At  Trojan  altars  doomed  Laocoon 

Is  served  by  sons  that  know  his  noble  fault, 

Who  peering  sea-ward,  cry  in  frenzy  :  "  Halt ! 

Horrible  Vengeance,  in  thy  straight  sea-course  ! 

O  Father,  with  what  more  than  earthly  force 

Do  those  twin,  silent  swimmers,  bloody,  bright, 

Those  snakes  we  cannot  choose  but  look  upon, 

Those  steady  Furies  parting  the  dull  sea, 

Press  on,  vindictive  in  fatality, 

Hissing  :  '  Laocoon  !   Laocoon  ! ' 

They  touch,  they  burn  the  shore,  they  scorch  our  sight, 

The  whole  air  screams  that  they  are  bound  for  us  ... 

Father  !  must  Death  be  met  inertly,  thus  ?  " 
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TO   A   LADY,   SINGING 

Music  .  .  .  how  it  has  the  last 

Sweet  word  always  ;  dwelling  high, 

Where  the  Past  and  Future  lie 

Inter-sphered.     Is  not  each  sigh 

There  melodiously  re-cast 

To  a  wonderful  reply  ? 

Who  denies  this  final  voice 
With  the  rapture  of  its  pain  ? 
Life  sings  once,  but  not  again  .  .  . 
For  its  echoes  here  I  strain 
Dying  ears,  and  can  rejoice 
To  the  last,  in  this  refrain. 

Singing  all  the  day  I've  heard 
In  the  chamber  under  mine. 
She  it  was  !     She  sang  such  fine 
Clear-spun  thoughts,  as  did  enshrine 
Herself  singing  ;  this  last  word 
Held  me  listening  supine. 

Be  it  thus  when  I  shall  pass 
Through  the  shadows  loth  to  break — 
Sing  me  on  to  death,  nor  make 
Any  pause  for  my  cold  sake  .  .  . 
Music  serving  for  "  Alas  !  " 
To  the  singer  left  awake. 
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TIME  AND  THE   ROSES 

The  garden  was  all  garlanded 

With  roses  white  and  roses  red. 

And  every  rose-tree  flamed,  alight 
With  roses  red  and  roses  white. 

For  roses  red  and  roses  white 
Enchained  my  limbs  and  filled  my  sight. 

And  roses  white  and  roses  red 

Caught  at  my  hands,  and  crowned  my  head. 

There,  prisoner  in  the  roses'  mesh, 
I  saw  an  old  man,  hardly  flesh, 

Like  some  old  cunning  serpent  writhe 
To  free  his  arm,  that  held  a  scythe. 

First  faded  petals,  crisp  and  brown, 

Then  fresh  green  buds  came  pattering  down, 

And  live  twigs  followed,  to  bestrew 
The  ground,  beneath  an  old  black  yew 

That,  sour  and  lonely,  seemed  to  thrive, 
The  last  of  all  things  left  alive, 

To  cast  o'er  flowerless  stumps  its  gloom  .  .  . 
...   I  saw  the  old  man  swing  a  broom  .  .  . 
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But  he  was  old  .  .  .  and  as  he  swept 
A  listlessness  upon  him  crept  .  .   . 

And  as  he  shrank  .   .  .  Behold  !  the  yew 
Bound  him  with  shadow-thongs,  which  grew 

Out  of  the  rose-trees,  and  whence  came 
Young  lusty  green,  with  points  of  flame  .  .  . 

.  .  .  All  those  sere  bushes  I  deemed  dead 
Were  fresh  and  newly  garlanded  .  .   . 

With  roses  white  and  roses  red 

That  caught  my  hands  and  crowned  my  head. 
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THE   MOUNTAIN   ASH 

The  mountain  ash  is  gay. 

The  pines  above  her  head 

Whisper,  this  Autumn  day 

Of  berries  coral-red 

Which  she,  with  grace  and  care 

Hangs  in  her  tossing  hair. 

The  mountain  ash  is  sad  .  .  . 
Limply  she  droops  her  arms, 
Half-mournful  and  half-mad 
With  motionless  alarms, 
Crying :  "  O  hills  and  plains 
I  weep  blood  for  your  pains  !  " 

Passionate,  fickle  tree, 
The  lustre  of  thy  head 
Bends  as  if  pensively  .  .  . 
Hearken  !  all  is  not  said  ; 
I  ask  thee  not  to  touch 
The  wind's  harp  overmuch, 

For  there  are  melodies 

Not  for  thy  fingers  brown  .  .  . 

Breathe  not  to  me  of  these 

In  blood-tears,  coral-crown! 

I  can  lament  for  all 

When  bitter  berries  fall ! 
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WINTER  EVENING 

Death  of  the  year !     Mists  shudder  from  a  lake 

Soon  to  be  frozen,  and  forlorn  uprolled 

Clings  in  the  bosom  of  each  sullen  fold 

Of  cloud,  parent  of  coming  storms,  when  wake 

The  cold  lusts  of  the  wind  !     The  whole  dim  scene 

Is  old  as  the  world's  sense  of  tears,  and  those 

Inexorable  frowns,  that  overscreen 

Whate'er  of  Glory  day  has  in  its  close — 

No  sobs  of  saddest  music  give  a  pain 

Like  this  of  colour  dead  !     Our  eyes  must  fain 

Multiply  discords  harsh,  and  hard  despair, 

Out  of  their  reading.     This  too  narrow  air 

Widen  and  lighten for  we  breathe  in  vain , 

O  Death  who  purgest  Life  to  Joy  again  ! 
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THE   QUEEN 

Great  armies  march  with  shields  of  pearl 

Before  the  Moon  :     She  is  the  Queen  ; 

Hushed  are  the  mavis  and  the  merle  .   . 

This  still  blue  dark  beseems  Her  State 

Silently  guarded,  all  too  great 

To  be  adored.     She  is  the  Queen  ! 

Yet  it  is  She,  who  is  the  Queen, 
Who  out  of  all  Her  height  and  light 
Leans  down  to  where  our  feet  have  been 
To  fashion  shadows  in  the  road. 
Come  !  lay  aside  the  dull  day's  load 
O  travellers,  and  watch  Her  write ! 

Her  writing  in  the  watchful  night 

Tells  of  the  clarity  serene 

Of  spheric  songs  and  primal  light, 

A  story  which  is  old,  so  old, 

That  all  time's  fulness,  there  unrolled 

Is  ours  to  read  !     She  is  the  Queen  ! 
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THE   DEAD   SLAVE 

Is  it  the  wind  that  creeps  so  stealthily  by, 

Moaning  between  and  between  the  prison  bars  ? 

Is  it  that  unseen  hands  the  bolts  assail, 

Where  in  the  dark  lie  slaves  that  died  in  gaol  ? 

Is  it  their  souls  that  wheel  where  the  bodies  lie 

Stirring  the  chains  ?     Or  the  guards'  own  scimitars  ? 

Soul,  in  the  dark  set  free  by  that  severing  sob, 
Where  float  unhappy  thing  ?     Where  harbour  now — 
Having  avowed  thyself  breath  of  the  spirit's  wing, 
In  anguish  fanned,  against  the  bars  fluttering — 
Why  still  affright  ?     Quiet  thee  !     Who  would  rob 
Of  pitiful  freedom  such  a  Ghost  as  Thou  ? 
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APRIL    WAS    .    .    .    AND    IS    AGAIN 
It  was  not  a  song  to  sing,  not  a  sight  to  merely  see, 
But  to  living  of  sweet  life  that  ye  called  us,  and  found  us 
Impotently  glad,  in  our  baby-wondering, 
Too  young  to  sing  .  .   . 

Down    in   the  fields  of  Youth,  with  the   larks   arising 
round  us. 

How  we  laughed  at  baffled  Time,  who  clung  upon  us 

still, 

And  with  eyes  loth  to  leave  us  he  ever  waited  for  us  I 
How  the  purple  hail-cloud  turned  a  foam-white  cheek, 
And  forgot  to  wreak 
Wrath  on  us,  or  the  birds  that  joined  our  echoing  chorus. 

No !   here  green  of  the  green,  and  nearness  and  sweet 

breath, 
Shall    keep   us  ever  nurslings  to  you,  who  called  and 

found  us ; 

Knowing  but  love,  we  of  the  blood  of  Spring, 
Too  young  to  sing, 
Down    in    the    fields   of   Youth,  with  the  larks  arising 

round  us. 
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LOOKING    TOWARDS   THE   CITY,   BY   NIGHT 

The  river  guards  this  magic  hill, 

Keeps  it  inviolate,  sacred,  still. 

Beyond,  upon  the  poldered  marsh 

Great  gaping  furnace  gullets  gnash 

Steel-armoured  fangs,  from  which  there  flash 

Fiery  breathings,  roarings  harsh  .  .   . 

There  stands  the  city  .  .  .   Hear  its  tones, 

Shrill,  fitful,  raucous,  tense,  acute, 

As  if  some  belching,  bellowing  brute 

Gorged  upon  men,  crunched  up  their  bones  .  .  . 

Green  glaring  lights  turn  colour  pale, 

Rhythm  in  clanking  chains  is  bound, 

Gaunt  cranes  and  pithead  wheels  confound 

Our  eyes,  while  reeking  clouds  assail 

In  boiling  greasiness  the  sense 

That  begs  night-odours  from  the  flowers, 

Calling  in  vain  on  slumbering  powers 

That  sweetened  Earth,  for  recompense. 

Those  leering  eyes  and  lolling  tongues 
Mean  that  some  devilish  hell-pack  prowls, 
These  gibberings,  shriekings,  hissings,  howls, 
Are  but  the  clamour  of  their  lungs. 
With  gaping  maws  and  gleaming  claws 
Strange  monsters  set  the  plain  a-quiver, 

Ravening  on  us,  till  the  river 
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Quenches  their  fiery  eyes  and  jaws, 

And  there  in  vague  and  threatening  bulk 

Terrible,  being  indistinct, 

In  oily  turmoil  mixed  and  linked, 

Their  drowned  reflections  sink  and  sulk. 

Sleep  then,  a  little,  in  the  still 

Green  shadow  .  .  .  thrown  by  heart-shaped  leaves  .  .   . 

That,  perfumed,  moves  in  time,  and  weaves 

Strange  symbols  round  this  magic  hill. 

The  Moon  hath  dulled  that  greenish  glare, 
Rhythmic,  the  trucks  proceed  about  .  .  . 
The  few  lights  that  are  not  put  out, 
Like  stars  reflected,  hover  there  .  .   . 
Five  are  Orion,  seven  the  Bear. 
The  pithead  wheels  are  friendly  guides, 
Between  the  cinders  sprouts  young  grass, 
And  where  its  sweet  breath  cannot  pass, 
A  little  pearl-grey  steam-plume  rides. 
Hushed  is  the  clamour.     One  machine 
Pants  as  a  huge,  near,  watching  dog, 
And  through  the  fragrant  filmy  fog 
A  great  heart  seems  to  throb,  unseen. 

Upon  our  magic  hill  the  trees 

Sway  in  dark  lengthening  silences, 

That  all  our  tortured  brains  may  cease  !  .  .  . 
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THE    ANGEL    OF    THE    DAWN 
Who  shall  awake  and  arise  at  the  death  of  Night 
Drinks  of  a  stillness  deep ;  no  bird  can  sing 
Till  invisibly  He  flutters  by,  whose  wing 
Fans  all,  passing  in  tremor  of  even  flight, 
Swift  journeying. 

The  stir  of  His  wings  grows  faint,  and  the  grey  spreads 

calm, 

Unpierced  by  star,  unruffled  by  passage.     No  sound 
Ripples  the  silence  wherein  all  life  lies  drowned. 
Sudden  the  whole  awakes  as  at  some  charm — 
To  song  around. 

Each  bird  sings  of  its  singing — "  I  ! — I  ! — I ! — 
I  made  it !     Oh,  wonder!     Hark  !  how  the  echoes  pant, 
Hastening  to  follow,  as  fluttering,  singing,  slant 
I,  near  the  ground,  through  the  branches,  shrill,  heaven- 
high, 
Dominant — " 

But  He,  whose  tapering  wings  are  like  fine  white  flame, 
Circles  the  world,  unlocking  the  scented  airs, 
The  songs,  the  light — all  that  His  Might  declares  ; 
And  when  He  hears  each  bird  to  its  song  lay  claim, 
Flies  on,  nor  cares. 
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